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Foreword 

Wow, I can't believe you actually got this book. I mean, I know that it's free, but still. 
These stories and reflections have been in the works for two years. My first article, the 
Inner Monologue of a First Time Stoner, was actually written in my old Chevy 
Cavalier after I had dropped my friend off at home. About 20 months later that one 
article grew to thirty and covered all aspects of society that can be easily ridiculed. 
Most of these stories will make you smile, some may make you laugh and some of 
these stories will piss you off, but only if you fit into any of cookie-cutter molds that 
have been presented to us by MTV. So unless you're draped in Ed Hardy with stupid 
tattoos or if you think that girls will talk to you just because you're read a Neil Strauss 
book then you'll find some sort of comedy in this text. However, if you are a caricature 
of everything that is wrong with the world then not only will you be offended, but I'm 
surprised that you managed to turn this ebook reader on long enough to download and 
open this book without setting yourself on fire. 

My least favourite part of my favorite books is the foreword so I've decided to spare 
you and end it here. I won't even include a dedication page, thus saving a valuable 
e-page and saving the e-rainforest. But I will say that my Mom is the person that has 
had the most influence on my life and because of that this book is for her, Iryna P. 

So enjoy reading the book! If you like it then feel free to let me know on Twitter at 
SlavaP and if you disliked it then feel free to condense your hate into 140 characters 
and tweet me at SlavaP. 



CHAPTER 1 

THE (UN)FAIRER SEX 

HOW TO GET WOMEN. ALSO, HOW TO GET RID OF THEM. 

3 Women You Should Date 

With winter approaching, single women all over your city are getting antsy at the 
thought of spending the trifecta of affectionate holidays alone. Who will they curl up 
with for Christmas? Who will plant their New Year's kiss? Who will buy them 
unnecessary and expensive Valentine's Day gifts? Gentlemen, if you're smart (and by 
reading my blog you probably are) then you will take advantage of these holiday horn 
dogs. 

I know what you're thinking: won't this be expensive? Presents cost money and as a 
college student you instinctively aim to do everything in the most financially 
responsible (read: cheapest) way possible. Well don't worry, I've done the footwork for 
you and narrowed it down to the top three women that are perfect for this holiday 
season; think of these as product reviews for pussy. And, like any good review, I've 
broken each one down into four distinct categories: price, features, cons, and reason 
for termination. So, let's begin. 

1. The Trophy 

Price: $$$ 

Since a trophy is meaningless if people can't see it, be prepared to eat at places you 
can't pronounce, and dance at clubs where the soles of your shoes stick to the floor, 
Red Bull costs $7, and you can't open your mouth without tasting the stale and salty 
flavor of sadness in the air. The Trophy is a great thing to have, but unless you have an 
elastic wallet, you should avoid this one during the holiday season. 

Features: 

The Trophy is a stunning display that will make you the envy of all your neighbors, so 
be prepared to be hated by onlookers. One of The Trophy's best features is her ability 
to make you seem more attractive simply by standing next to her, so be careful not to 
delude yourself into thinking that people are looking at you. Yearly maintenance is 
expensive but infrequent, similar to getting the oil changed in a BMW. As long as you 
remember important milestones like birthdays and anniversaries you should be okay. 

Cons: 

While the aesthetic features of The Trophy are on point, she lacks the humor and wit 
required for witty banter, so prepare yourself for awkward silences punctuated by even 
more awkward childhood stories. Also, bad blowjobs. 

Break-Up Reason: 

You either run out of spending cash or childhood stories to fill the silence. 

2. The Fiend 



Price: $$ 



Since The Fiend comes with her very own drug addiction, prices vary depending on 
her vice and how often she indulges. Pothead? $30 and a family-size pack of peanut 
M&M's. Coke fiend? $200 and a full tank of gas when she decides she wants to go to 
Vegas on a Tuesday afternoon. 

Features: 

The greatest thing about The Fiend is her personality and open-mindedness toward 
anything or any idea. She has a fun personality, an interest in all of your favorite 
music, and a knack for bringing up random things you would never have known 
otherwise. Whether or not these things are relevant to you is another story, but at least 
you'll find out that it's possible to extract 800 liters of milk from a Minke whale. 

Cons: 

Depends on dependency. You may wake up to her cooking you breakfast in bed and 
then come home from work to find an amateur meth lab in your kitchen. Like 
accepting a collect call from prison, you never know what you're going to get with The 
Fiend. 

Break-Up Reason: 

She'll either stab you, run away without telling anyone, or smarten up.. .and realizes it's 
much smarter just to date her dealer. 

3. The Indoor Lover 

Price: $ 

Someday, you'll find the girl of your dreams sitting in your favorite coffee shop 
reading your favorite book while wearing the concert shirt from your favorite band's 
best tour. Until then, feel free to get some practice with The Indoor Lover, otherwise 
known as the economy model. The only capital you'll need to court her is your own 
place, or at the very least a car that you can fit a mattress in. 

Features: 

Like her name implies, this model doesn't see the outside world with you unless it's a 
life-or-death situation. Maybe you're out of her league, maybe she's out of yours, but 
you both have a mutual agreement that your relationship doesn't leave your filthy bed 
sheets. Your best bet is to put in work and practice your sex-game so that you can be 
not-horrible when you actually do meet Ms. (or Mrs., you player) Right. Think of it as 
assisted masturbation, except you'll be using the Kleenex to wipe away tears of 
self-loathing instead of spunk. 

Cons: 

There's a reason you don't want to be seen in public with your Indoor Lover; maybe 
she's annoying, maybe she's taller and hairier than you, or maybe she's a leper. You 
should really consider yourself lucky since The Indoor Lover presents all of her faults 
up front, unlike typical relationships where it can take months to realize how ugly the 
girl really is. 



Break-Up Reason: 



One of you (most likely her) will want more out of the relationship than just sex. 
Ridiculous, I know. 

So there's your cheat-sheet for holiday horn dog shopping around. Remember, dating 
any of these types of girls this time of the year is like buying cocaine off a homeless 
guy: you never know what you're going to get. 

R.I.P. MILFs 

Ladies and gentlemen, we have reached the end of an era. Think back with me to a 
time in the distant past, way back when you first heard that 4-letter acronym that 
changed your life forever: MLF. Many teenagers became obsessed over the word, 
using it to describe nearly every mom they met after that point. But as those adolescent 
boys grew older, those MILFs seemed to disappear; they certainly weren't as easy to 
find as the Bang Bros would lead you to believe. Instead, the MILFs evolved into a 
new species, one which chooses to hunt rather than be hunted: the cougar. 

Cougars are everywhere if you look hard enough. They're at your gym wearing too 
much makeup and too little clothing while they walk on the near-stationary treadmill. 
They're at the pub on college night, leaning up against the bar trying to catch the eye of 
that guy with the tribal tattoos. They're at the mall, working as cosmeticians (ironic 
because they always look like they got blasted in the face with Homer's makeup 
shotgun). They're even in sports! You know the best basketball player in the world, 
LeBron James? Yeah, well his mom is a cougar, which she proved by sleeping with 
her son's teammate Delonte West. If we can't trust the wholesomeness of our athlete's 
mothers, who can we trust? 

So what happened to the wholesome MILFs that everybody loved? It's a well-known 
fact that 82% of guys have at one point in their lives referred to themselves as "The 
MILF Hunter," but this will no longer be the case for future generations. The 
millennial male will have to be content being "cougar bait" or some other combination 
of cat/food words. What kind of future are we looking forward to if all of our 
prepubescent boys go around bragging about getting cougar'd? That, ladies and 
gentlemen, is not a world I care to live in. 

The problem with cougars is that guys always say they wants to experience one, but 
once they start getting seduced they think, "Holy crap this is weird, is neck skin 
supposed to hang that low??" and their once-noble quest begins to look more like a 
suicide mission. A night with a group of bros at an "older" club to meet some cougars 
will no doubt start with shots and fist pumps, but will likely end with everyone 
exchanging nervous glances as friends try to pry friends away from packs of slutty 
Betty Whites. 

At this point you're probably running around in a panic, screaming at the monitor for 
advice on what to do, so let me tell you this: there's no hope. With divorce rates rising 
and old people getting on Facebook, it's only a matter of time before older women 
choose to take advantage of our boyhood dreams and corrupt us in ways I can't 
describe. The only hope is surrender: like regular cougars, these women will not go 
after prey if it "plays dead," so as soon as you see a drunken buzzard approaching you 
from across the bar, fake a convulsion, that should buy you at least 10 minutes. 



Our only hope is that they don't evolve further, otherwise we'll have 80-year-old 
women with bedazzled colostomy bags walking up to us at the bar asking us if we've 
ever been with someone... older. As long as these super-cougars (or mecha-lions, as I 
call them) don't surface, we should be fine. To avoid this scenario, we simply need to 
convince cougars to marry hipsters. It's a natural marriage really: the cougar would be 
happy to find somebody younger who could use the extra income, and the hipster 
would totally dig the irony. 



The Five Stages of the Female Clinger 



Welcome to the first and last installment of relationship Advice from a Guy who'll 
Never Been in a Relationship. In this article we'll be talking about girls, but unlike my 
previous article about friends, you can still read this one even if you don't leave your 
parents basement to socialize. Reason being, friends can't be bought as easily as girls. 

So, as long as you save a portion of your Walmart paycheck for the next 3 months you 
can afford to purchaser... treat a girl for a night out. Worst case scenario, you drop a 
portion of the dough for some massage parlor lovin ■ . 

Now, meeting women isn't very difficult: you go out (wherever that is in your town), 
dress nice, don't be ugly, and say things that make people laugh. Follow these 
instructions correctly and you'll be ankle-deep in pussy before you know it. My 
purpose in all this is to help you weed through your suitors to determine which ones 
are normal, well-adjusted women, and which ones are bat-shit crazy dingers. 

A 'dinger' is a term for a girl who simply refuses to give you any free time to 
yourself, and it is not a word that should be thrown around carelessly. The clinger 
deals severe damage not only upon her target, but also his friends, as she is capable of 
such horrors as turning guy's night into a Starbucks adventure (not the good kind 
where you make fun of the menu and taunt the barista) and making you wake up at 
4am because "she just wanted to say hi" 

Described below are the clinger stages. There's no such thing as a Stage 1 Clinger, 
because that would just be a normal female. Stage 5 is the worst because that's how 
Wedding Crashers did it, and if you have a problem with Wedding Crashers then you 
can just go to hell. 

Stage 2 Clinger 

These are the most common clinger, really more of a nuisance than an actual threat. 
The S2 texts you throughout the day and constantly wants to hang out, but you can 
easily avoid her by using the classic 'guys night' excuse. You can identify an S2 easily 
enough when talking to her for the first time, as she'll generally try to make plans with 
you in the far-future even though you just met her. 

Typical exchange with a Stage 2 Clinger: 

*30 minutes after meeting* 

You: Yeah, so I'll be going to Jamaica for a few weeks in February. 
Her: Awe cool, except now I'm not going to have a Valentine's Day date. 
You: What's your name again? 

Stage 3 Clinger 

The S3 is an upgraded version of the S2 but only in terms of persistency, not 
cleverness. You'll probably be receiving texts at certain scheduled parts of the day 
(morning and night for example) and maybe even an odd call. If the S3 has a mode of 
transportation then you'll need to be extra careful when revealing your location, as 



there's a chance she could arrive at any time. Just to be safe, keep the S3 on her toes 
by only telling her where you really are a third of the time. 

Typical exchange with a Stage 3 Clinger: 

*Via text* 

Her: (8:06 AM) Morning sunshine 
Her: (10:20 AM) Whatsup buttercup? 
Her: ( 1 2:48 PM) Hey, you there? 
You: (1:12 PM) Hey, yeah 

Her: (1:13 PM) Hey! ! ! ! Whatsup? What are you doing today? 

You: (1:30 PM) Not too sure, maybe going to the mall 

Her: (1:31 PM) Cool!! When? Maybe we can meet up and grab lunch ;) <3 

Her: (2:55 PM) Hey, I'm at the mall, where are u? 

You: (3:10 PM) McDonalds 

Her: (3: 1 1 PM) Oh, the one by the mall? I'll be right there ;) 
You: (3:15 PM) No no, I'm at the one on the other side of town 
Her: (3:16 PM) Oh that's fine I have gas, cya soon xox 

You: (3:20 PM) No, not on the other side of OUR town. Just on the other side of a 
town. 

Her: (3:21 PM) Which town? 

Her: (4:00 PM) ?? 

Her: (4:30 PM) :( 

Her: (10:45 PM) Hey! :) 

Stage 4 Clinger 

The Stage 4 Clinger is kind of like the T-800 Terminator: she's very good at 
accomplishing her goal and will let nothing stand in her way. The S4 has a way of 
extracting information from you that you think is useless, but is really just ammo for 
their arsenal. Remember that time you wrote down your postal code when you were 
filling out a contest sheet? The S4 has extracted and processed that information, and 
with the help of Google Maps, now knows where you live. Congratulations. 

Typical exchange with a Stage 4 Clinger: 

*via phone* 

Her: Hey, whatsup? 

You: Nothing, just chilling at my house with a friend. 

Her: Which friend? You: Jordan. 

Her: IS THAT A GIRL?!?!?! You: Uhhh...no. 

Her: Oh okay, does he drive the red Taurus? 

You: ...Yes, how did you know that? 

Her: Oh, I'm just parked outside. 

You: What?!? Why? 

Her: I was hoping I would see you. Do you mind if I come in really quick to use your 

bathroom? 

You: *click* 



Stage 5 Clinger 



To be truthful, I have never encountered an S5, although I know close friends who 
have. These are the girls who will plan their lives around you: they'll go to the same 
school as you (or at least move to the same city), get the same class schedule as you, 
apply for a job at the places you work (and visit regularly), and even try to befriend 
your friends. 

If you ever encounter an S5, the most important thing is to stay calm and whatever you 
do, DO NOT have sex with her. Once she gives it up, she'll pursue you to the corners 
of the Earth focused on getting you to propose or at least be her baby daddy. Actually, 
you know what, scratch that. Go ahead and sex her up; you only live once. 



CHAPTER 2 

BRANDED BROMQSEXUALS 

THE INS-AND-OUTS OF A LIFESTYLE YOU SHOULDN^BE FAMILIAR WITH 

Blossoming a B romance 

With 2010 winding down and another year just around the corner, it's time to get into 
resolution mode. This is the one time of the year when we decide to change ourselves 
for the better... for about a month and a half before giving up and promising to try 
harder next year. I can't help you save money or lose weight but I can help you out in 
the relationship department. 

I've already showed you how to pick your girlfriend for these upcoming months, but 
what if your New Year's resolution is simply to make more friends? Unfortunately for 
you, the male-to-male relationship is one of the hardest to cultivate in nature, and as 
such, should be handled carefully. If only there was a simple three-step plan to help 
you with this unattainable goa...wait a minute: 

1. The Size-Up 

In nature, similar animals gather together in packs for survival: a pride of lions, a pack 
of wolves, a conspiracy of ravens, etc. In the human world, males generally adopt 
these packs by participating in mundane routines like attending school or work and 
befriending those whom they hate the least. 

So what do you do when you happen upon a bro in his natural habitat and try to make 
contact? Upon meeting a bro for the first time, you are both subject to the size-up: is 
this bro taller or better looking than you? Is he a visible minority, thus giving you 
"cred"? Would you pick him for your team in a pick-up game? Does he have a sister or 
girlfriend that you can deny hooking up with at a later date? The size-up is the crucial 
first step to establishing a bromance; you want to find a bro who doesn't present much 
competition, but also one who shares similar interests. 

After you and your prospective bro (brospect) have sized each other up and come to 
the agreement that you're either "alright" or "cool" (no other words shall be used for 
fear of sounding gay), there will be plans made to meet again at a later date. 

2. The Solo Hangout 

On the journey to finding a good bro, this step is vital. It should always be centered on 
watching "the game" somewhere. It doesn't matter what game: basketball, football, and 
MMA all work, but if you're dealing with a Euro-bro you may have to watch soccer. 
Don't offer to watch baseball as it will make you seem soft. 

A sports bar gives you plenty of options for conversation, namely the myriad of TV 
screens and skanky waitresses. If you want to exhibit dominance over your fellow bro, 
this is the time: buy a pitcher of beer and chug it without using a glass, or order a plate 
of nachos and don't share until it becomes a small mound of com chips. This will 
establish you as the alpha-bro and allow you to lay claim to the first piece of meat on a 
fresh kill (read: you get dibs on chicks). 



Alternately, you can invite the bro over to your house. Blast your iPod, whip out the 
bong, and see if you have anything in common with your future bro. Unlike the fairer 
sex, bros don't really care about zodiacs and astrology, so you don't have to pretend to 
be compatible just because it's "in the stars." Be warned: this option may lead to you 
finding out some horrible secrets about your bro, like the fact that he listens 
exclusively to country music or watches baseball for the "entertainment" it gives him. 
Under no circumstances should you cook for the bro unless the food of choice is to be 
prepared on a grill; so if you two get hungry, your only options are to order a pizza or 
fire up a barbeque. 

3. Sharing is Caring 

In general, males aren't very fond of giving. If you can use something on yourself then 
why would you give that thing away to anyone else (no bromo)? Boys, men, and bros 
all hate sharing, so just because you've both survived the vetting process doesn't 
necessarily mean you're both full-fledged bromosexuals. Without this final and vital 
step, you will be forever stuck in that limbo between "acquaintance" and "bro4sho." 
You must share with your fellow bro. 

This goes beyond giving away the crust of your pizza or letting your bro choose the 
home team in NBA 2K1 1 . To be a real bro requires sacrifice. You know that moment 
when you crack open a new type of beer on the patio with your best friend, take a sip 
and say, "Mmmm, that's good, try this"? That's bromance. This means that you'll not 
only give away the crust of your pizza, but also the last piece. And if a bro asks you to 
borrow 2K1 1 for the weekend you should reply with a simple nod. Once this level of 
camaraderie has been attained then you have truly become, and can call each other, 
bro. 



Hate the Playa and The Game 



It's time for the second installment of relationship advice from a guy who's never been 
in a relationship. As some of you may know, there exists a book in this world that 
promises that even the geekiest and most social inept males can score with beautiful 
women. And if I know my audience, you all just put down whatever microwave food 
you were eating and inched closer to the screen. 

This book is called The Game by Neil Strauss and has been providing seduction help 
for the past five years. I'm here to tell you all a huge secret: it's all a scam. Fuck negs, 
IOI, kino, and all that garbage. Here's my patented guide to seduction: if you see a girl 
you like, go up to her and say hi. Crazy, right? What we as men don't understand is 
that women, for the most part, want to be approached and talked to. That's why they 
wear cute outfits, get their hair done, work out, and buy ridiculously expensive bags, 
they want to get noticed. I'll admit that the book does provide solid help in terms of 
openers. It tells you to ask the girl(s) a question and have them respond with their 
opinion. Where the book goes wrong is by giving the reader too many rules to follow: 
first you open, then set a false time constraint, then demonstrate value, neg, isolate, 
kino, etc. You need to be able to speak to women without following a linear set of 
rules. What happens if you forget a step? You're fucked because you don't know how 
to talk to women without your crib sheet. 

Why am I harping so much on something like this? I think that the only thing worse 
than the Ed Hardy dudes charging around when you're at a bar with friends is those 
guys who walk around 'peacocking' with feathered top hats and beads walking around 
offering palm readings. Nothing kills a good time faster than a dude sauntering up and 
trying to steal your date, especially if this dude is covered in some sort of 
reflective-neon-polyester material and is wearing ski goggles while he tries to get your 
opinion on some fictional scenario. 

Guys, this book has been out for five years! There have been reality shows on it, 
magazine articles in Cosmo, and Neil Strauss has even been interviewed on The View. 
Those are the three main sources of information for most women, so they know 
exactly what you're doing. The only thing worse than looking like an idiot, is people 
knowing that you look like an idiot because a book told you to do so, especially if it's 
a book about getting laid. 



Your Tattoo and You 



Tattoos are one of the easiest ways to distinguish yourself from the rest of your social 
circle; you can tell a lot about a person by how they choose to be branded. A tattoo can 
serve many purposes: a rite of passage, a mark of status, a sign of devotion, or an 
excuse to take your shirt off at the bar. But the most important thing is for your tattoo 
to be special, meaningful, and unique... just like everyone else's. 

With everyone getting tattoos, it's becoming increasingly difficult to get creative ideas; 
there are only so many Chinese symbols you can get tattooed before you start to look 
like a take-out menu. This is why I suggest the following alternatives for you to 
consider when getting inked. 

What You Thought You Should Get: 
Chinese Characters 

I can understand the logic behind getting a Chinese tattoo ("These will make me look 
like Bruce Lee"): it's something that very few people know the meaning of, so you can 
play it off however you like. On a date? That tattoo means "loyalty." In court? 
"Innocence." At a job interview? It's Chinese for "I will work overtime." 

However, since most of the Eastern languages don't translate perfectly into English, 
your "strength" tattoo might actually mean "green vegetable dish," which may be 
embarrassing, but it gets you an awesome discount at General Chow's. 

What You Should Really Get: 
Morse Code 

Morse code is the language of dots and lines, which makes it the safest language 
choice of all. Here is the translation for "unique": (..- -. .. ..- .). If you get tired of 
that in 10-15 years, you can easily modify that into anything imaginable; like an 
awesome dragon, or a set of racist smiley faces. Plus, there are about three people in 
the world who can read Morse code on sight, and it shouldn't be very hard to keep your 
distance from them, seeing how they don't get out much. 

What You Thought You Should Get: 
Your Family Name 

Your family is one of the most important things in your life, and you want to make 
sure the whole world knows that by getting the family name branded on your body. I 
applaud your enthusiasm, but have you thought this through? I know that, personally, 
my daily activities would be better carried out if I didn't have a permanent name tag on 
my body. What if I decide to rob a convenience store? 

What You Should Really Get: 
Your Twitter Handle 

First of all, Twitter is not a fad. I haven't been this sure of anything since MySpace and 
Runescape, so I feel that getting your username tattooed is a genius move. First of all, 
people would know you're important because you're on Twitter and it gives them a 
chance to get in contact with you (presumably to tell you how awesome your tattoo is). 



Also, on the off chance I'm wrong, you can always change the "@" to a one-eyed skull. 



What You Thought You Should Get: 
Wild Animals 

Overheard at every college bar: "You know what really represents me, bro, a wild 
bear/wolf/eagle/mongoose. I think that completely captures who I am as a person." 

Let's say you're right and your personality and character can be symbolized by an 
eagle. Do you know what people think when they walk by you? "Shit, that guy must 
love birds." Every animal means different things to different people, so even though 
your Rottweiler ink may invoke images of "strength" for you, it may ring up dollar 
signs for different people... people who may or may not be playing quarterback for the 
Philadelphia Eagles. 

What You Should Really Get: 
Pokemon 

You're really covering all your bases when you get a Pokemon tattoo. It's ironic, so 
you can say it's a joke; it's easily identifiable to anyone born in the 90's; and it looks 
bad ass. You may think it's silly right now, but this tattoo is like wine: it only gets 
better with age. Eventually everyone who DOESN'T remember Pokemon will pass 
away and the newer generation will see you as that cool old guy with the lightning bird 
and not that creepy dude with a Zapdos tattoo. The single rule to this tattoo is that it 
has to be one of the original 150, or else you're a sell-out. 

Happy inking! 



The Archetypes of Bro 



This article is going to be about friends. So if you don't have any you should probably 
stop reading right now. Go on, I'll wait.... 

Good. 

Now, for the rest of you who DO have friends, you'll know how much joy and 
blood-boiling rage they bring to your life (often at the same time). It doesn't matter 
where you live or who you are, everyone has the same group of friends, and like it or 
not you'll know these people for years to come. That being said, I think it's only right 
that 10 years after you read this article, you should go back and read it again. If I'm 
wrong then feel free to drive your flying car/jetpack to my moon-house to receive a 
holographic apology card. Yes, the future will be that awesome. 

The Mooch 

If you think back, you won't even remember HOW you met The Mooch, but he'll 
insist that you guys go way back. In fact, he insists that he goes way back with 
everyone, like that one time in high school when you guys ran away from the cops... 
you totally owe him for that. 

See, what The Mooch does is almost an artform: he contributes nothing of value to the 
group but still enjoys all the leisure that comes with having friends. It's not that he/she 
(who are we kidding, he) enjoys being broke, but the thought of work makes The 
Mooch weak at the knees. Why surrender free meals and free tokes for a life of 
monotonous labor? 

Where he'll be in 10 years: Either sleeping on your futon or living the high life after 
somehow marrying rich. Either way, expect to pick up the tab when you go out. I mean 
after all, he did do that one thing for you. Remember, that one time? Yeah man, I know 
you remember. Anyways, can I borrow fifty bucks? 

The S toner 

A group staple. If your stoner buddy has a job, then congratulations, you're going to 
smoke some amazing weed out of some ridiculous devices. Gas masks, zongs, 
vaporizers, it doesn't matter because The Stoner doesn't do much except work and 
blaze all day long. He probably has a shitty job that pays ridiculously well for 
something that doesn't require much effort, and more often than not it will require him 
to get wet (make what you will of that). 

If The Stoner also has his own place, then he most likely deals too, which ensures that 
your supply never stays low and you always have a place to play Xbox. See, The 
Stoner probably has a few hundred, maybe even thousand, bong hits under his belt and 
as a result is in a constant state of nirvana. No topic is discussed for more than a 
minute and as a result you often have paradigm- shifting moments after you start 
talking about organizing your iTunes library. 

Where he'll be in 10 years: Europe, or some other part of the world where he can 
smoke and grow freely. Either that or he'll start his own religion which will appeal to 



all those who want to take bong hits in a building every Sunday morning. 'Morning'of 
course, being 2pm. 

The Competitive One 

This friend will suck the fun out of any activity that you enjoy doing. It doesn't matter 
if it's a sport, a video game, or some simple task you're doing to keep yourself 
entertained, The Competitive One will try to best you at it. Most of the time, they 
succeed, but only because you don't really care who can throw their shoe further. 

The irony of having The Competitive One as a friend is that you'll never win, because 
even if you do win, it's only because he's sick or his knees hurt. And don't try telling 
them you're sick or have joint problems too. He's waaaaaay more sick than you and 
his bones are much more brittle, no contest. 

Where he'll be in 10 years: If he's physically gifted or black, then probably playing 
some sort of sport professionally in some part of the world (even Russia has a 
competitive basketball/curling/fishing league). If not, then he'll probably be chilling at 
The Stoner's house, owning them at Madden 10. 



CHAPTER 3 

ELOQUENT EXCURSE 

LEAVING NO STONE UNTRNED WHILE THROWING THEM AT GLASS 
HOUSES 

Give me my Office Space 

Hey Dude, 

As you know, I'm entering the third week of my internship at this office and so far 
things have been great, everyone has been polite and my boss isn't as big a dick as I 
originally thought. If I had to complain about one thing though, I guess it would be 
you. 

When I first met you, you seemed like a normal guy; you had no detectable body odor, 
you were wearing pants, and you had no visible scars on your face that would indicate 
that you're part of a crime syndicate, all things I look for when meeting new people. 
However, after three weeks here, I now know that you may very well be the child of 
Satan. 

I understand that it's hard to make friends; you need to find people who enjoy the same 
things you do and then cultivate that relationship until it turns into mutual respect. But 
you have chosen to bypass that system completely by just showing up at my cubicle at 
random intervals throughout the day and spewing whatever garbage comes to your 
mind. I don't care about the weather and I don't want to know what you did this 
weekend, although I'm sure that weeding your garden must have been an 
awe-inspiring experience. 

What I'm truly confused about is why you think I care about these mundane events, 
when nobody else in the office seems to. I personally blame the fact that I chose to 
answer your seemingly innocent question in the cafeteria one day instead of 
awkwardly shuffling in place and clearing my throat like the other people. Little did I 
know that "cold enough for you?" would soon turn into "do you want to see pictures of 
my cat doing something that only I find entertaining?" 

Every time I want to get up and pour myself some coffee from the kitchen, I need to 
plan my route with ninja-like efficiency to avoid any face to face contact with you. 
Thankfully I have plenty of experience from playing the Metal Gear Solid saga and I 
know that the best way to distract you is by knocking on a neighboring cubicle and 
then running in the opposite direction when you approach. Still, somehow you manage 
to corner me in the most awkward rooms in the office at the most inappropriate times. 
Here's a tip for you: if I have anything in my hand that is either edible or can expel 
urine, it is probably not the greatest time for a conversation. 

Now I must admit that I may be guilty of provoking you from time to time. I do have a 
tendency to ask co-workers "How's it going" when I pass them in the halls. Normally 
when I ask this kind of question I'm looking for the simple response of 'good' or 
occasionally 'great,' but the last thing that concerns me is how you are actually doing. 

If you do think that it's appropriate to summarize the latest chapter of your life, I at 



least ask that you know when to walk away. After all, I do need to do work in order to 
put food in my stomach and beer in my belly, so when your story reaches the finish I 
would appreciate it if you walked away instead of finding other random topics to talk 
about for 20 minutes. 

I thought things were at the lowest point, but then I discovered that you had added me 
as a friend on Facebook. I'm still a nice guy deep down, so I decided to accept your 
request to give you constant access to my personal life and allow you to always be in 
contact with me. Fantastic. The real injustice is that I have the ability to look through 
your pictures too, but your life is so mundane that Wonderbread and Earl Gray tea 
probably laugh at you on a regular basis. 

So here I am, huddled quietly in my cubicle with headphones on and no music playing 
(this technique seems to keep you away) while filling out spreadsheets. I can see the 
light at the end of the tunnel. I only have nine weeks left of this and if I stay diligent I 
think I can avoid you at an 83% success rate. If you do ever come across this article, 
here is a word of advice: get a dog. They're active, they're adorable, and they don't 
talk back. In the meantime, I have to take my shoes off and prepare to make the sprint 
for coffee. 



Curing the Slickness 



Yesterday I tuned into Larry King (because my remote was broken) and I was 
surprised to see James Cameron on the show talking about the oil spill. This surprised 
me; James Cameron is not a marine biologist or an environmentalist, he's the guy who 
collects small golden statues of naked men. Having James Cameron talking about the 
oil spill is akin to having Chris Nolan give a speech on how to stop crime in a major 
metropolis. 

But what really bothered me was what a negative spin they managed to put on the 
whole thing, using words like "irrecoverable," "disaster," and "ecosystem." This spill 
happened 90 days ago; if people really cared enough about the ocean they would get 
Will.I.Am and some white people to remix something. 

Through this whole spill though, the one thought that kept going through my mind 
was, "Wow, BP Oil Executive is a great career path." They know how badly they've 
screwed up, but they don't really seem to mind. "Oh what's that, oil is gushing out of 
the ocean floor? Well then, let's get a real time feed of that on our site, it sounds like it 
could drive traffic!" 

Let's be honest, if you were to become a super villain, there isn't a much better day job 
than "Oil Executive": it's lucrative, it's shady, and it deals with a substance whose 
viscosity and color match the blood that runs through your soulless shell. You go to 
your job, which consists of attending meetings and inspecting (not really, I guess) 
off-shore oil rigs during the day, and at night you do something super evil like build a 
cancer ray or work on developing Farmville for the iPhone. All you have to do is act 
concerned and feign compassion, and you're golden. BP posted a video a few weeks 
after the spill where one of the executives was standing on a rig, overlooking the mess, 
promising people that they were trying their hardest to clean it up. 

The power that BP seems to have over people is admirable: so far they've blocked 
people from taking pictures, talking to the media, and walking the beaches. If that 
wasn't enough, BP has started to filter Google search terms for the spill and the 
company. That's scary thought. In this day and age Google is supposed to be the 
mecca of knowledge, a tool that even a simpleton can use to learn guitar, find gossip, 
or build a bomb. BP is telling people what facts they can and can't find and since most 
people don't care enough about an issue to really research it, a simple Google search is 
considered a trusted source (if you read a Wikipedia article on it, it officially gives you 
a PhD on the topic). I can just imagine a Hank Scorpio-type character sitting in his 
Caribbean volcano-lair with a group of Russian men in fur coats surrounding him and 
a secret agent tied over a pool of laser sharks behind him while he talks to his PR 
lady... 

BP Head: What's the problem. 

PR: Well sir, public image is incredibly low. Information is starting to spread about 
this horrible problem. 

BP Head: Information, you say?!?! Very well, get rid of it. 
PR: Sir? 

BP Head: You heard me! Clean out the interwebs. 



Imagine if McDonald's could filter Google results so that when you searched "calories 
in a McMuffin" or "what is a filet of fish" you could get only company-approved 
results.... 

So yeah, there's some oil leaking and it's screwing up nature, but what you don't know 
is that it's all part of the master plan. It's been years in the making, but when the 
weather machine is finally built; BP can just get the wind to push all the oil out to sea 
and then zap it with lightning until it goes away. That or create a Firecane and wipe out 
an island, either way. 



Contempt and Popcorn 



Since I live in a small town, there's rarely anything to do past 9 PM other than see a 
movie. That being said, I've seen most major (and minor) films that have been in 
theatres this year. You would think that this love for cinema would inspire a post about 
the greatest actors of our time or something about the philosophical gravity that Alvin 
and the Chipmunks: The Squeakuel had on me. Nope, today we're going to talk about 
how and why the movie experience has sucked over the last five years and what I plan 
on doing about it (writing a snarky article where I offer no solution). 

When you go and sit down to enjoy your movie, there are certain 'obstacles' you have 
to sit through before getting to the best part. First, there are the theatre's commercials, 
which are on a looping feed until the movie starts. Then there are more commercials, 
most of which you just watched, only now you can re-appreciate them in a dimmed 
setting. Then those are always followed by the bane of my existence: the cell phone ad. 

Last time I checked my watch, it was 2010, which means that everyone born after 
1994 learned to text around grade 4. We're all used to having cell phones now, which 
means that we're used to the responsibilities that come with them, including turning 
them off when we're at a movie. We don't need to be reminded. But for some reason 
the cell phone companies think that we forget how to use this numbered brick as soon 
as the lights go down, so they show us a 30-second commercial reminder that tells us 
to be considerate and turn down our phones. Listen, phone companies: don't try to 
disguise your commercial as a public service ad, especially by baiting us with the exact 
thing we aren't supposed to be using. I don't go to a Broadway show to have the actors 
try to sell me an awesome camera before telling me "no cameras allowed!" 

After sitting through the slew of commercials, we are treated to the trailers, where the 
best parts of various movies are revealed in the hopes that we turn around and say, 
"woah, sweet, I can't wait to see that" to the people sitting within yelling distance. The 
problem is that some of the movies coming out aren't particularly funny or even 
entertaining. But if that was hinted in the trailer then the movie would flop harder than 
an Italian soccer player. So instead, we're shown trailers that contain not only major 
spoilers, but in some cases give away the funniest jokes of the movie. Take Death at a 
Funeral for example: it was a funny movie but most of the jokes were crammed into 
the trailer. When you see a joke, it doesn't get funnier after six months; that's not how 
comedy works! 

Not to mention that most movies coming out now are in 3D, which I have mixed 
feelings about. Sure, Avatar and How to Train Your Dragon use 3D in a sublime and 
effective way to make you feel more connected to the movie, but Step Up 3D? Really? 
I guess this will be great for Nike, who can now literally kick us in the face with their 
shoes. And guess what? The general audience has caught on to this 3D thing. We 
know it's not a phase so we aren't going to be giving those glasses back after the show; 
those are going straight into my glovebox. I paid $12 for the movie so I'm keeping a 
souvenir. Plus, that way I don't need another pair when I go see Jackass 3D. 



The Tangled Interwebs 



If you've been following the news lately, which I haven't, you'll probably see a lot of 
anger in the world. Some of it is from a populated cornfield burning LeBron jerseys 
and chasing douchebags out of stadiums, and some of it stems from people being mad 
about something going on in the Gulf of Mexico or something. But the strongest type 
of hate that a person can experience will come from the internet. No other vehicle can 
both deliver both breaking news and swift and vengeful punishment (normally in the 
form of prank phone calls and fake pizza deliveries) at the same time. Take, for 
instance, Jessi Slaughter, an 1 1 -year-old girl who's caused a media shit-firecane using 
only a webcam and a gap-toothed foul mouth. It started when Jessi made a YouTube 
video making fun of an internet group who was calling her names (which is fair, 
because she has a mullet). Since she's only 11, Jessi didn't understand that "fighting 
fire with fire" isn't a literal term and should not be taken seriously. She then proceeded 
to get chewed out by everyone with a keyboard and a subscription to an 1 1 -year-old 
girl's YouTube channel, which, surprisingly, is 82% of the internets demographic. Any 
normal person would disappear from the web, but Jessi continued to fuel the fire by 
recording another video, telling everyone to "Get AIDS and die" and threatening to 
pop glocks. This was the tipping point that led to Jessi become the web's largest target 
of hate since that one guy who did something terrible to that cat somewhere. Even her 
hilariously angry drunk dad got involved and made a few cameos, tossing in a few 
one-liners which were passionately delivered while he squatted to get in view of his 
daughter's webcam. If this keeps up, HBO is going to give this family a television 
series. If that wasn't bad enough, another little girl known all over the world, Justin 
Bieber, was almost sent to perform for Our Glorious Leader Kim-Jong II in North 
Korea after the internet decided to focus all of its energy into answering an online poll. 
Granted, he probably won't go, but that's because he knows they would detain him and 
make him share a cell with the national soccer team. If you need more proof of the 
internet's destructive power then take a look at Oregon. More specifically, the Oregon 
Tea Party, whose members decided it needed a slogan. Like most college students, 
they turned to Google so that they could plagiarize get inspired by someone else's 
work. Unfortunately, it seems they gave the task to an intern who came up with "We 
are Anonymous. We are Legion. We do not forgive. We do not forget. Expect us." 
That's a great slogan for a bunch of soccer moms and politicians, but an even better 
slogan for an online vigilante group called Anonymous, which was using it before the 
Tea-baggers came along. If the internet as a whole is a swarm of bees, then 
Anonymous is a swarm of android bees who listen to gangster rap, and you do not 
want to piss off a swarm of android-bees who listen to Flocka. The Oregon Tea Party 
headquarters were flooded with emails and calls, and a day after the discovery was 
made, the slogan was changed (presumably to "Please stop with the male escorts"). 

So tread carefully when you browse, readers, the internet is an angry place that isn't 
afraid to chew you out. Now if you'll excuse me, I have to tell everyone on my Twitter 
that Justin Bieber is the best rapper alive. 



CHAPTER 4 

JUDGMENTS AND JARGON 



ALTERNATE TITLE: I HATE EVERYTHING . 

Gay or Fat? You Decide 

If you've been following the news recently, you'll see that everyone is pretty concerned 
with bullies and such, because I guess oil spills and Chilean earth-holes can only be 
relevant for so long. I have personally never been bullied, partially due to my height, 
but also because I was a "husky" kid. And when I say husky, I mean 
"the-whole-Iditarod-roster" husky. Except for the time in grade 6 when a girl who 
looked like a freckled Brock Lesnar punched me in the face after school, I have never 
been physically picked on. And it would be pretty hypocritical of me to condemn 
people for posting their opinions on the web seeing how that's what I do when I'm not 
running triathlons. 

In honor of everyone wearing purple, which is apparently a "gay" color (you hear that, 
Justin Bieber?), I thought that I would take a look at another lifestyle choice that 
millions of people choose to make: being fat. If you think about it, the... how should I 
say this... gourmands, of our society are given a fairly good deal when compared to 
gays: they get their own parking spots, scooters with wire baskets, two seats on the 
plane, and access to the family change stall when using the local pool. With so many 
people being bullied because of their sexual orientation, I think it's time we took a hard 
look at who actually has it worse, gay or fat people. The following are three 
challenging questions these two groups of people face every day. 

1. How Should You Make Friends? 

The Fabulous 

A gay male should have no problem fitting in with a group of women. To use a 
basketball analogy, for women a gay friend is like a solid point guard, someone who is 
always valuable for doing the little things while helping make the big plays when it 
matters. The gay male can offer advice on anything and women will listen to it like it's 
the gospel. Prepare for everything you do to be labeled "adorable." If you're a 
female-gay then I guess you can join a chain-gang or work at a Jamba Juice and hope 
to make friends that way or something. 

The Full 

If you're a large male then you might be able to get away with just wearing a 
backwards hat and Lacoste polo while getting alcoholically-obliterated at every party 
in the hopes of becoming "That Fun Fat Guy." However, if you're a female you may 
have a hard time finding a place you can fit... in. Girls are catty but if you find the right 
one you have a chance at being her emotional rock, someone whose friendship she'll 
constantly take for granted while she verbally belittles you. Don't worry though, if 
Disney movies have taught me anything it's that you can become prettier and skinnier 
than her after a 2-minute montage of you working out to "Let's Get Physical." 

2. What Should You Wear? 



The Fabulous 



It's a well-documented fact that gay people can wear whatever the hell they want and 
make it come off as trendy, but did you also know that being gay gives you an 
automatic discount at American Apparel? All you have to do is blow the cashier (so 
I've heard). 

The Full 

Well, you don't have all that many options do you? You can throw on whatever fits 
your spherical body, but make sure that your clothes don't have any stripes, dots, 
pastels, colors, or any sort of pattern whatsoever. You do have the big advantage of 
being able to pull off a Hawaiian party shirt though! But so does the gay guy so I guess 
we'll chalk this up as another loss. However, if your government ever gets overthrown 
by a communist dictator who makes everyone wear neutral-toned uniforms then you'll 
be living on easy street! 

3. Will You Get Laid? 

The Fabulous 

Yes. Simply and unabashedly yes. Men by nature try to have sex with everything and 
everyone they see. So you can only imagine what happens when two unstoppable 
forces meet each other, probably at a Starbucks with Lady Gaga plays in the 
background. The thing about queer-culture is that there an audience for everything, are 
you fat and hairy? Skinny and hairy? Young and pre-pubescent? Overly aggressive? 
That's fine, there's an animal term for every one of those things (Bear, Otter, Twink 
and Wolf in case you were wondering). 

The Full 

Outside of weird fetishes that some women might have, the only chance you'll have to 
get laid is if there's a very competitive bachelorette-scavenger-hunt that requires them 
to sleep with someone who's mass exceeds the parties combined weight. However, you 
could always start playing World of Warcraft in the hopes of meeting a nice girl there, 
or simply make a female account and bask in the attention that you'll get from the 
hundreds of nerds who are just as lonely as you! So there you have it, before making 
the important choice of what you want to do with your life, make sure to read these 
crucial guidelines. I only wish that I had something like this when I decided that I 
would like to lead a straight lifestyle. 



Race-y Fashion 



I'm not sure if you've seen the Usher video for 'OMG' which is possibly the best 
named song of all time, after 'LOL :)' by Trey Songz, but it features William... er 
sorry, I mean will.i.am, making exaggerated hand movements while in a kilt. Seeing a 
black man dancing in a kilt ranks up there in my 'lifetime hilarity moments, ■ but it 
also got me thinking about other things that black people shouldn't wear because they 
make them look silly. Unfortunately, 'kilt' is the first and last thing on that list, so I 
decided to think of things that black people can wear that white people can't because 
that pretty much writes itself. Keep in mind, there's a chance that when you read 
some of the items on the list you'll say to yourself, "Hey Slava, I know a white guy 
who wears that and he doesn't look ridiculous". You're so stupid. He does, and you're 
in deep denial. 

Sunglasses Indoors 

Some designer sunglasses can go for thousands of dollars, which is a lot of money to 
spend on something that you can only wear when the sun is out. As a result, some 
"free-thinkers" have decided to maximize the value of their shades by wearing them at 
all times of the day: at Walmart, around the house, and most importantly, at the 
nightclub. This look is ridiculous because only two types of white guys wear 
sunglasses at clubs: hipsters, and guys who aren't trying to be ironic. But both of them 
still look ridiculous. Wearing your wayfarers indoors make you look like a lost Blues 
Brother or a blind guy who stumbled into the club to find his dog. Black guys always 
have an excuse for wearing sunglasses though: they look cool, and they look like 
they're on the job and doing something important (stealing girlfriends, holding up the 
wall, automatic-daps-machine, etc). 

Excessive Jewelry 

If you're a white then you have no business wearing any sort of bling, unless you were 
born in Italy and have had a guy 'whacked'. A watch or a small cross is fine, but any 
more than two chains and a medallion around your neck makes you look less like 
Tupac and more like a bootleg Paul Wall (which I guess is just a dopey kid from the 
South). 

When black guys wear jewels, they go all out. Rappers don't even get normal jewels 
anymore, they get jewels in the shape of things. Kanye West has a diamond Jesus 
head, Sean Kingston has a bejeweled Crayola Box, and Yung Joe just has a foot-long 
diamond-and-gold letter "H". Come on, white people! Are you even trying?? 

Hats with Straight Brims and Stickers 

When I go to the store and buy something, I make sure that all the tags are removed 
before I wear it out. That's why I can't understand why people buy hats and make sure 
not to remove a single sticker (not even the barcode) and then wear them around like 
that. If you want people to know that you have money to blow, then don't leave the 
$50 price tag where everyone can see it; it just looks like you stole that hat. 

Also, I know that some hats are meant for the brim to be kept straight at all times, but 



attention white people: you look stupid wearing it that way. Buy a hat that fits, take all 
stickers off of it, and then wear the hat around so that it can adjust to your head shape. 
As for black people, keep the stickers on. If anything, add more stickers; they're cheap 
at Walmart and you can get gold stars and shit. With your shiny hat, thousand dollar 
shades, and your diamond Jesus head, you're ready for a night on the town. 



Vapid and Bedazzled 



Hey bro, I see you're shopping for a new shirt... sweet. What's that, you've moved on 
from wearing shirts with seagulls on them and want to appear more masculine? Yeah I 
know what you mean, it's time to get something classier and. . . oh, you're getting an 
Ed Hardy shirt? Well in that case let me congratulate you on this new chapter in your 
life, one filled with glitter, embroidery, and fucking girls who like shiny objects (that's 
you!) 

I know what you're saying, picking out clothes is super-hard. We're not talking regular 
everyday clothes, were talking about a shirt that's going to get you some action when 
you head out for the night. What better way to show the opposite sex that you're a 
thoughtful and smart guy than by dropping $300 on a shirt with the same design as a 
Hell's Angels bicep tattoo, complete with snake crawling through skull? 

Yeah I guess you're right, dude, you don't want girls to think that you're 
all...imptelligent and shit, you just want to give the bitches an excuse to touch your 
six-pack abs. In which case, this is the perfect shirt for you and there are plenty of 
reasons why you'd buy one: 

You want to appear to be an MMA fighter without all the punching and kicking stuff. 

You fucking love shots. 

You have a tribal tattoo on your bicep(s). 

Your TV is stuck on MTV. 

...Steroids? 

You're a male stripper who has the night off. 
You're Lil Wayne. 

You start conversations by telling people how much you can bench. 
You have small calves. 
You love yayo. 

You don't like/can't understand the concept of buttons. 

So now that we're clear on your intentions when buying this garment, we're going to 
need to re-tool your lifestyle to match these new threads. First things first: hit 
something. It doesn't matter what it is: the punching bag in your basement, that area of 
your wall that probably doesn't have a stud behind it, a stray kitten that's looking at 
you funny, anything really. You see, once you put this shirt on, you're going to start 
hitting things all around you whether you like it or not. That's just what the shirt turns 
you into; it's out of your control. 

Now that you've broken (in) your knuckles, it's time to work on your mind. Reading: 
stop it. Stop reading everything but bodybuilding forums and Facebook statuses. 
You'll want to be as oafish as possible so that there's no way you can accidentally say 
something intelligent when talking to people and ruin this persona you've worked so 
hard to create. 

Last but not least, you'll want to do some work on your body. What do you eat for 
breakfast? If the answer isn't steroids then you're doing it wrong. You need to juice 
yourself up so that not only will your veins pop, but we'll be able to see each 
individual blood cell pass through your body and into your cold beating heart. 



Got it? Cool, now go enjoy your shirt.... douchebag. 



Copyrighted material 



Yahweh and Another Way 



If you had the displeasure of watching the Golden Globes this year, you would have 
seen Ricky Gervais deliver witty punch lines at the expense of celebrities (how dare 
he?!) all night long. But the shit really hit the fan when, at the end of the ceremonies 
Ricky said "I'd like to thank God for making me an atheist". The question of religion 
is almost as old as time itself but it's only recently that we can openly question it 
without being beheaded or having stones thrown quickly at us. As a college student, 
you are experiencing a very wonderful and mysterious time in your life; one where you 
can openly question your religion and even change or abandon it if you want to. Why 
would you do this? Here's a quick list of reasons: 

You're suffering from an existential crisis brought on by a heavily bearded philosophy 
professor. 

You read a few pages of your roommates Richard Dawkins book 

You want to piss off your religious parents without having to fear the consequences 

that come from living under the same roof as them. 

You are in possession of a lot of meat that needs to be sacrificed. 

The problem with atheism is that it's so 2009! That is where I come in. Too long have 
we worshipped boring or jealous Gods that don't turn into bulls and ravage young 
virgins. I think it's time for a religious throwback and as such I've converted to Greco 
Polytheism: the worship of the Olympic Gods. 

Life has never been easier; whenever I'm having a crisis with say, the ocean, I can 
simply pray to Poseidon to change the tides and I know that he'll get around to it 
eventually. No more undirected prayers getting lost in the mail on the way to Jesus. 
How can Greco Polytheism benefit you in your daily college life? 

Pray to: Dionysus 
if you're a: Frat Boy 

Not only was he the God of wine, he was also the God of 'fucking shit up' and 
exercised that power often. He rode around on a jaguar and was prone to turning 
people into dolphins at whim. You should pray to him if you want to throw wicked 
parties, start some lust filled orgies, or if you'd just like to keep your keg bottomless. 
Just hope that he doesn't decide to show up, because then you'll have to deal with a 
horny bull all night long. 

Pray to: Persephone 
if you're a: Drug Dealer 

This goddess of the harvest will make sure that your basement greenhouse continues to 
provide you with bountiful and potent "crops". Just make sure that you only pray to 
her during the spring-time months because during the winter she becomes Goddess of 
the Underworld and, as such, only deals with things like death and pestilence which 
can prove useful if you're looking for a way to stop your nosy neighbor from asking 
about all those heat lamps you keep around. 

Pray to: Aphrodite 



if you're a: Virgin 



Have trouble meeting women? Do you get debilitating anxiety when a girl looks at 
you? Have no fear; if anyone can get you laid, it's Aphrodite. Just shoot her a prayer 
and you're guaranteed to get some sort of amorous affection directed towards you! Just 
find yourself a slab of ox meat, marinate it in its own blood for a day or so, leave it as 
a sacrifice. Then wait for the girls to come crawling. 

Pray to: Apollo 
if you're a: Bro 

Apollo was the local bro on Mount Olympus, seducing nymphs with his lyre (the 
Greek equivalent of the modern day acoustic guitar) killing dragons and worshiping 
the sun all day (i.e. tanning). As such, it makes sense to ask him for some help with 
stuff like curing a killer hangover, getting a perfectly even tan or getting rid of that 
weird rash that's been on your inner thigh since Frosh Week. 

That's just a cross-section of what you can expect when you convert; some Gods are 
even in the business of smiting, a long lost art in today's religion. So give Greco 
Polytheism a spin, it can't be any more ridiculous then believing in a zombie sky 
wizards and while all your friends are worrying about their finals you can just relax 
knowing that Athena has your back. Just beware of wild bull rape. 



Too Hip Not to Hate 



If you take a look back through the ages, every decade has had their own style: the 
70's had bell-bottoms and acid, the 80' s had leg warmers and Prince, and the 90' s had 
baggy jeans and white kids acting like black men. My fear is that when future 
civilizations look back to the 10's, or as I like to call them, The One Oh's, they will 
ridicule the stupid facial hair, bright neon colors, and wang-hugging jeans associated 
with hipsters. 

Hipsters are without a doubt the bane of my existence. They have taken all the little 
things that make a person interesting and unique, and cluster-fucked them into a giant, 
ironic package. Normally these things can be handled in moderation, but once a hipster 
starts using/doing them, it causes you to lose all faith in humanity. 

Let's examine a few hipster trends. 

Veganism 

I remember a few years ago, when the whole vegan fad started, people were actually 
turning down eggs and getting grass in a bowl instead. They weren't even eating fish, 
and fish aren't even real animals! Since then, being a vegan has turned into something 
that women who do yoga take part in and everybody else just avoids like the plague. 

But, thanks to hipsters, being a vegan is now synonymous with being a pussy, and the 
same goes for eating organically grown food. A lot of people will probably get upset 
by this. They'll say, "Hey Slava, that's not funny, I've been eating only organic 
vegetables my whole life so I can't be grouped into the same category", to which I say, 
"That sucks, you should go down to your local coffee pub and thank a hipster for 
turning your lifestyle choice into a running joke. And you smell like sprouts" 

Stupid Facial Hair 

Before hipsters, I could walk down the street and see a guy with a handlebar 
moustache and give him a mental high-five for having the stones to pull it off. But 
now, having some sort of ironic facial hair is like a badge that these hipsters need 
before they can enter their special club (said club may or may not be a warehouse 
rave), and that discourages normal men from growing such classics as 'the mutton 
chops' or 'the Dali.' 

Growing facial hair is a rite of passage for all men, and there are only a slim few years 
when a man can grow whatever his face desires before heading out into the corporate 
world. These are known as 'the college years'. This raises a huge problem if your 
specific school has a large hipster population because you run the risk of being 
mistaken for one of them if you do something creative with your "face-canvas." 

Drinking PBR 

I have no idea why someone would willingly drink Pabst Blue Ribbon. In fact, nobody 
used to drink PBR before the early 2000's unless it was as a joke, because why else 
would you want to consume the same liquid that people in southern Alabama drink 
daily? But now, thanks to hipsters, everybody drinks PBR for the simple reason that 



nobody else drinks it and that somehow makes them better than the majority of people. 
This makes about as much sense as people sending a fax because everybody else is 
sending emails. Think about that. 

Bicycles 

Back in the day you rode a bicycle for one of two reasons: either you wanted to cross 
some bumpy terrain or you couldn't afford a car. Thanks to hipsters, riding a bike has 
become a way of showing that you don't bow to 'the man'; that you blaze your own 
trail without relying on public transportation. It also means that you can ride through 
the city with your tweed blazer and knit scarf blowing in the wind. 



CHAPTER 5 

LIMITED LIFETRICKS 

HOW TO BE EXCEPTIONALLY MEDIOCRE AT EVERYTHING YOU DO 



A Sad Guide to a Happy Ending 

We've all been there: you find yourself driving by a certain part of town when you see 
the sign for a Massage Parlor or Asian Spa in a spot that doesn't obligate a massage 
parlor or have a single Asian person living nearby, and using your Russell-Crowe-like 
mind you cracked this code and read the sign as it was intended to be read: 'Handjobs 
R' Us' 

Instantly your mind is flooded with thoughts: "how much would this sort of thing cost 
me?" "what do I get?" "is this illegal?" "are they all Asian?". You end up putting the 
thought in the back of your brain where all unlikely sexual scenarios go, until one day. 

Maybe you broke up with your girlfriend, maybe you just got paid, or maybe your 
internet is down, but you find your mind wandering to the thought of the parlor. You 
decide to walk in... you know... just to research it, and find yourself instantly lost: 
What do I do? Where do I go? Why are there stains in the lobby? 

Fortunately for you, I have researched this subject and can now confidently tell you the 
proper way to go about getting whacked off. 

1. Dress the Part 

First of all, avoid a police outfit. You may think it's funny, but the girls certainly 
won't. You're going to want to wear something that walks the line between "I just 
stumbled in here" and "I'm prepared to whip out my penis immediately". Shorts and a 
t-shirt are preferred because they can be taken on and off easily. Button up shirts 
should be avoided because putting them on while you're absorbed by overwhelming 
guilt is difficult, and you're likely to miss a button. 

Try not to show off and wear your best clothes because a) You're dealing with whores 
who don't really care, and b) These types of establishments rarely splurge on luxuries 
like hooks and hangers for you to store your wardrobe. 

Underwear choice is also important. Wear loose-fitting boxers that you won't be 
embarrassed being seen in (avoid silk, you don't want to look trashier than your date). 

Inner Voice: Alright let's do this, we're getting a rub and tug! Woo! 
Penis: Yay! 

Inner Voice: Alright so what do we wear? Is this like a formal date? 

Penis: Who cares, it's all going on the floor. Know why? Because someone is gonna 
touch me today!! 

2. The New Guy 

Picture a wild animal walking into a rave. That's your inspiration for the entire time 



you're at the parlor. Look around aimlessly: the walls, the ceiling, the floor, anything 
but the girls working. When you're finally approached and asked if you want a 
massage, you should simply grunt, nod your head, and continue to look around. 

Sometimes you'll be asked if you have ever been to a massage parlor before, in which 
case you should say no and don't really know how this works. You will be asked how 
long you want the massage to be, and the secret here is to be as frugal as possible. Pick 
the lowest price, because that's just the money that goes to the owner (pimp); the girls 
make money from tips. Don't try to be suggestive at this point, because you're just 
going to come off looking like an idiot, and God forbid the escort doesn't respect you. 
When the girl leads you to the room, she'll tell you she needs to go get ready and you 
should undress and lay down. Take off everything except your boxers and lay 
face-down and wait for the girl to come back. 

Inner Voice: Wow, this place is disgusting, why is the air so damp? Do I want to 
know? 

Penis: Alright, I see ladies. Lots of cleavage too, I'm getting up for this. 
Inner Voice: Cool it, act nonchalant, we're being approached. 
Whore: Hey there, are you interested in a massage? 

You: Urn. ..yeah sure. I'll just take the half hour massage, what does that include? 
Whore: It includes a massage.. .that's all we do here, is give massages. 

Penis: Giggidy! 

3. You Do What Here?! 

This is the most important part of the procedure. When the girl walks in, you should be 
relaxed; the fact that you're face down should hide your raging erection caused by the 
low-cut top she is wearing. As she starts giving you the most half-assed back massage 
ever, start the small talk with her. Talk about where she's from, where you're from, 
really anything other than her milking your cock. Brownie points if you tell her to 
really 'get in deep on the shoulders' because of your pickup basketball mishap. 

By the time she finishes your rubdown you should be comfortable with her in a 
masseuse/client type of way. When she hints at the mention of a handjob, do your best 
'deer-in-a-rave' impression again; scrunch your brow, look around aimlessly, shift in 
one place, and try to look as uncomfortable as possible. She should pick up on the fact 
that you really are a rookie at this and will go about explaining the price to you. When 
she does, look around like you want to leave (start putting on your t-shirt for dramatic 
effect), then mention something about only having $20. Watch the magic happen. 

Whore: *Random small talk you don't need to listen to* 
Penis: When does she touch me? 

Inner Voice: Good question, I'm getting tired of listening to her talk about her haircut. 
Whore: So, do you want me to touch... down there? 
Penis: Jackpot! 

You: Urn.. .er... wow. ..I didn't know. ..wow. ..I only have like, $20. 



4. Fuck It, I'm Here Anyway 



Ask her to give you a verbal menu, how much everything costs and what you get. You 
should lament the fact that you only have $20 but since you're here anyway you'll take 
what you can get. At this point she'll either encourage you to get more money or 
simply do the job right there because of the rapport you guys have built up. 

Most likely, though, she'll want more money. Tell her you're broke and make up 
another story about how your pet just died or you just sent all of your money to a 
Nigerian prince. If this fails immediately make sure you display the twenty dollar bill. 
Escorts aren't like normal humans because their senses are trained to recognize the 
sight and smell of money and they become physically stimulated by it, causing them to 
throw caution to the wind. In short, it's like fucking opium to them. 

She'll succumb eventually and will begin to work her magic. If she's truly pissed 
you're not giving her more than $20 then prepare for a standard (if magical) wank. If 
she doesn't mind the pay cut, you may be able to talk her into taking off her top, 
allowing you to fondle her while she fondles you. It's a win-win! If she gives you the 
option of lotion or no lotion, choose no lotion, that way you get the most for your 
money, plus you won't need to worry about her using some knock-off lead-based 
lotion straight out of China that's going to make your dick explode into hives after 
twenty minutes. 

You: So how much is this going to cost? 

Whore: Well it's $40 if you want a handjob and $80 for a blowjob. 
You: I really only have the $20 so what are my options? 

Scenario 1 

Whore: Alright well I guess I can make an exception, just because you 're cute. 
Penis: Wooooooooooooooooo! ! ! ! 
Scenario 2 

Whore: Well there 's an ATM in the lobby. 

You: I know, but this was my last $60. See I got this email that told me that a Nigerian 
king recently died and his son needed my bank account information to move a few 
million around. For some reason when I checked my account, everything was cleaned 
out, but I think it 's just temporary. Point is, I don 't have any money. 
Whore: Your story sounds believable and I will proceed to touch your junk. 
Penis: Wooooooooooooooooo! !! ! 

5. Awkward Aftermath 

After you're done she'll most likely throw some paper towels your way and tell you to 
clean up. Do this quickly and get dressed as if you were a firefighter rushing for a 
five-alarm blaze after being awoken at 2am. Try to ignore the waves of guilt washing 
over your body as you do this. A standard 'thank you' is appreciated but not 
compulsory, seeing as how you'll never visit this place again. Walk/sprint out of the 
parlor while keeping your eyes to the ground and your shoulders square (in case 
someone gets in your way) and proceed to your car. Feel free to sit in your vehicle for 
a few minutes to sob quietly to yourself about what your life has become. 

Penis: That was fantastic, we should get a membership there or something. 



Inner Voice: I. ..what have I done, oh my god. Why? 
Penis: Giggidy. 

Happy ending! 



How to Become a Modern Artist 



The job market today sucks. If you're smart, you've realized that your job can be done 
by an iPhone application or a kid in India for a fraction of what you're getting paid, so 
you've decided to tap into your creative side to make a fortune in art. You can't 
outsource creativity, right? ! And since you're not busy working, and have started to 
build a new drug habit, you've picked the perfect time to be an artist. 

You've possibly even seen some art before, maybe on a billboard advertising a 
museum, or in a Simpson's episode denouncing one, so you know it can't be that hard 
to make. I mean, it's everywhere. But if you think that you can just show up on the art 
scene and be accepted and revered by your peers... well, you're half right. But if you 
want to be wildly successful, you'll have to follow a few guidelines. You may see art 
as something majestic and complicated, but society has placed a greater weight on 
"creativity" and "originality" than mundane things like "skill" or "technique." 

Here are three things you need to do if you want to be a modern artist. 

1. Have a Disease 

Anybody can pick up a brush and paint something; if you're looking for that extra edge 
in life that will help you amaze and impress everyone you come across, and you're 
great at bullshitting, then maybe it's time for you to try faking synesthesia, the 
neurological disorder that will make you 1000% more interesting. Synesthesia 
confuses your mind into mixing up two of your senses; you can see sounds, hear 
flavors, or taste textures. Tell people that what you just painted tastes like Belgian 
waffles and watch their faces flush with post-coital bliss as they pretend to "get it." 

N.E.R.D's Pharrell has built his career making music that some would describe as 
"noise," but since he can apparently see sounds, when he says his music looks 
amazing, the general audience just nods in agreement. Think of what this can do for 
your craft if you can tell people that their opinion of your art is irrelevant because they 
don't have the same neurological disorder as you! 

Stendhal's syndrome is another good disease to pick up. Stendhal's causes dizziness 
and hallucinations at the sight of a great piece of art. It can also cause you to pass out 
at the sight of a "masterpiece," so you could just fall asleep in front of your work and 
blame it on your immense talent. 

2. Be Hard to Find 

Good art is often found in odd places. Even the famous "Last Supper" painting was 
stored in stables when Napoleon invaded Milan, meaning that 80% of the painting had 
to be restored once recovered. Likewise, some of today's good art is hard to find and 
even harder to assign credit. Banksy, an English graffiti artist, has made a career out of 
being invisible, and his career has lasted more than 10 years. All over the world, from 
Israel to England to Toronto to LA, people have been treated to Banksy's talents of 
applying spray paint to stencils in areas that normally don't get "tagged." 

What can you learn from this? Well, you should probably put your art in a place that 
people wouldn't expect to find it, like the bricks walls of a ghetto, the site of a building 



demolition, or Disneyland's Thunder Mountain ride. Even though Banksy has defaced 
hundreds of public properties, nobody knows what he looks like. This sense of mystery 
is something you should aspire to, making sure that people know your name but not 
your face. But don't think that this method will keep you from making money: 
Banksy's works have fetched anywhere from $50,000 to $210,000 at auctions, even 
though it often means that the entire wall has to be removed in order for someone to 
own the picture. 

3. Die 

Jean-Michel Basquiat was a crack fiend in New York whose Afrocentric scribbles 
found their way from the streets of the city to the designs on a line of Reebok shoes, 
the walls of Jay-Z's home, even immortalized in ink on the thigh of Rick Ross (that's 
an accomplishment, right?). Why is Basquiat so popular? Is it because of his abstract 
style, his unique look, or his friendship with Andy Warhol? No, it's because he's dead. 

After dropping out in the 10th grade, Basquiat worked hard in the art scene for years to 
make a name for himself. He even dated Madonna before she was "Madonna." This 
relationship led to an eventual friendship between Basquiat and Warhol (another of 
Madonna's close friends), and when Andy died a few years later it hit Basquiat hard. 
He had always been a heavy drug user, but Warhol's death pushed him over the edge to 
the point where he would paint with a bucket beside the canvas for when the heroin 
made him vomit. He died at 27 of a heroin overdose, and more art collectors showed 
up to his funeral than actual friends; in fact, the current curator of MOCA gave the 
eulogy. 

Apparently, Baquiat's best career move was dying, since his last two paintings were 
sold for $13.5 and $14 million. Do you have any idea how much heroin you can buy 
with $27 million?? (Seriously, if you do then tweet me as I've just come across a duffel 
bag of money and am looking to invest it.) Can his paintings be called art? Maybe. 
After all Robert Farris, a Yale art historian, classified Basquiat's work as a "true 
masterpiece," and I think he knows what he's talking about. 



Inner Monologue of a First-Time Stoner 



Every time a group of men under the age of 25 gathers for long periods of time, you 
can bet your last two cents that one of them (probably you) will be smoking weed. 
Whether it's a road trip, a concert, or a day spent playing Halo 3, someone is 
eventually going to bust out the green. 

Most of your group is used to this, but there's always the odd time a fresh face appears 
who may not be as chronic-minded as the rest of you, so you, being the good host (and 
horrible corrupt person) that you are, decide to let the newbie take a hit of the bong, 
just so he doesn't feel left out. What you don't know is that you are about to set him up 
for one of the worst skull-fucks he could ever imagine. 

The following is exactly what's going through his mind as he smokes weed for the first 
time. 

"I can't believe I'm gonna go through with this, but I guess there's a first time for 
everything. You only live once, right? 

Huh, I thought it would look more like those leaves I've seen on Dr. Dre albums; this 
stuff just looks like little nuggets. It looks like plant shit. Okay so how does this work? 
I just suck until I get it all in my throat? Haha... that's what she said. Make a note to tell 
that to the guys. 

They don't seem amused by my witty observations, their loss. Alright so I just light it 
and suck.... 

HOLY SHIT! ! ! That tastes like ass. Seriously guys, that actually may be the most foul 
thing I've inhaled since I visited my grandpa. I'm choking! ! Why can't I stop 
coughing? Is it possible to actually cough up a lung? This shit has been nothing but 
trouble, I don't see the appeal... and why is everyone laughing at me... 

Okay so is this it? Am I high? I feel the exact same, nothing is spinning, no 
hallucinations. Maybe I'm just immune to it, like some kind of weird superhero. Did I 
just refer to myself as a superhero? Maybe I am high, but I feel don't any different. 
Wait what the fuck, did I just mix up "feel" and "don't" in my mind? Ask if someone 
heard you. Dammit of course not, it was in my mind. Damn you, mind. 

I'm looking at my hands and honestly I can't tell what all the fuss is about, they're just 
hands, with little fingers. Why would anyone trip out to something so simple? Now 
nails.. .nails are trippy shit; it's like finger armor. Holy shit look at that stucco ceiling, 
it's got like, faces in it. Look, there's Zeus right by the corner. Right there! Shit I lost 
him, maybe if I squint... 

I should say something, I've been quiet for like 20 minutes looking at this ceiling. 
'Woah dude, I 'm high. ' 

Seriously, that's the best you could do? Who are you, Keanu Reeves? Step your game 
up! Now everyone's laughing at you again. I'm hungry. Was I hungry before or am I 
hungry because of the weed? Is this the munchies thing that everyone talks about? 



What was the last thing I ate? ...Cereal I think.... Was that breakfast or lunch? Shit. 



Okay well let's take a walk to see what this guy has in his kitchen. Holy shit, this all 
looks fantastic. Why do I have a craving for everything? Nacho cheese, I love that 
stuff, I should make nachos! Let's open this bag up. This bag is so smooth, what is 
this, plastic or foil? I bet if they made a field out of this stuff they could play some 
insane sports on it. Friction-ball!?! Note to self, don't forget about friction-ball, could 
be a cash cow. Okay the nachos are in the bowl, step one complete. I should try one 
just to make sure that they're good. Wow, how can something so simple taste so good? 
It's like salty AND crunchy and... textured? 

Why is my mouth dry? Oh my God, I'm overdosing! ! I knew drugs were a bad idea, I 
need a doctor! Okay calm down, you're being a pussy, just drink some water, you're 
not overdosing just listen to your heart beat. My heart is like beating to like. ..a rhythm. 
I can hear my own heart beat. Is that normal? ! Just chill out and lean on something. 

I've been leaning on this kitchen counter for like 5 minutes, the nachos are starting to 
mock me from the bowl. Fuck those nachos, they don't even need cheese, I'll just eat 
them raw. WAIT! Why haven't I ever seen this before, raw nachos are just chips! Note 
to self: tell everyone you know about the nacho fraud. I should see what everyone else 
is doing, maybe they want some nachos. Fuck, I meant chips. 

Halo 3, huh? I guess I'll just watch for a bit. 

Jesus Javier Christ this is sweet. SHOOT HIM, oh fuck that was close, good call. This 
is friggen awesome, was it always this sweet or is the weed making it better? 

I really think weed makes me smarter, I just talked in-depth to that guy about how Iron 
Man could totally beat up Batman in a fight. I mean what chance does Bruce Wayne 
stand against repulsor rays? It's like my mind has been opened up to a new realm of 
thought. 

What the fuck, no he couldn't. Batman could just fuck up Stark by playing mind 
games with him and driving him to alcoholism. Damn you, marijuana. Should I 
apologize to the guy and admit that I was wrong? Fuck that, Batman wouldn't do that. 
Oh shit, where's everyone going? Oh, we're going to go buy more weed? What's the 
etiquette here, do I give them money or do I just sit still and hope they leave without 
me so I can look at this goddamn ceiling some more? 

Okay they're gone it's just me and some other guy who looks like Charles Manson. I 
didn't think this through. No, dude, I don't want to play Halo, knock yourself out. 
Wow, looks like he took that personally. Maybe I'll just go lay down in the guest 
room. I'm so tired, this stuff is exhausting. Note to self: smoke more weed." 



Choosing a Role Mogul 



Everybody in rap music wants to be considered a mogul; that's why 50 Cent has 
Vitamin Water and B-list musicians end up with perfume lines. A true mogul must not 
only be able to cover music, but also have an expensive alcohol that they relentlessly 
promote and a clothing accessory to put their signature on and sell for double the 
money. 

So, in a business where everybody tries to get their hands on a piece of the cake and 
eat it too (I never understood metaphors), three men have established themselves as 
heavy hitters in the game. Below is a cheat sheet for everything you need to know 
about the three titans of whoring-yourself-out the rap business. 

Name: Sean Carter 
AKA: Jay-Z, HOVA, Jigga Man 
Who?: That guy with the lips. 
Age: 40 

Born: Marcy Projects, New York, where he shot his brother for stealing his chain 
when he was 12. 

Hand Sign: The 'Diamond' which consists of putting your hands together to make a 
triangle. Has been linked to the Illuminati and other occult cults for being an intricate 
hand symbol used among world leaders. 
Clothing Company: Roc-A-Wear, Artful Dodger 

Expensive Liquids: Armand de Brignac, a luxury champagne that Jay-Z started to 
endorse ever since his former-favorite alcohol Cristal said some things that upset him. 
Net Worth: $547 Million, plus he's married to Beyonce who's worth $315 Million 
herself, putting the family total at $862 M. 
Protege(s): Kan ye West, Rihanna, J. Cole 
Arm Candy: Beyonce 

Bonus Points: Owns the 40/40 club in NY, is the co-brand director for Budweiser, has 

been in the White House, and something about the New Jersey Nets. 

Lyrics: 

'No matter where you go, you are what you are player 
And you can try to change but that 's just the top layer 
Man, you was who you was before you got here 

Only God can judge me, so I 'm gone, either love me, or leave me alone'" 
Name: Sean Combs 

AKA: Puff Daddy, P Diddy, Diddy, Ciroc Obama 
Who?: That guy on MTV. 
Age: 40 

Born: Harlem, New York., where his dad was a worker for Frank Lucas, the drug 
kingpin who got to be played by Denzel in American Gangster. 
Hand Sign: Arms crossed in front of him with a lost look in his eyes and a shit-eating 
grin. Also, a toothpick should be present. 

Clothing Company: Sean John, which was caught using raccoons/dogs in their fur 
coats but still managed to receive the Council of Fashion Designers of America award. 
Expensive Liquids: Ciroc, a vodka that tastes horrible but sells for about $50 a bottle 
because P. Diddy holds it up in public. 



Net Worth: $380 million 

Protege(s): Mary J. Blige, Usher, whatever MTV groupies he has working together 
this month. 

Arm Candy: Cassie, that girl who looks and sounds like Ciara, but had naked images 
leaked to the web. 

Bonus Points: Owns a restaurant in Atlanta, has been a regular on Broadway, and is 

helping Joaquin Phoenix start his rap career. 

Lyrics: 

'Aiyyo, call me Diddy, I run this city 
Send the cops, the DA. and feds to come get me 
Cats wanna leave me for dead you comin with me 
Gettin head in the Bentley red at one fifty" 

Name: Bryan Williams 

AKA: Birdman, Baby, Number One Stunna 

Who?: That bald guy with the tattoos who stands beside Lil Wayne. 
Age: 40 

Born: Uptown New Orleans 

Hand Sign: Two hands... making a bird. Get it? Because he's the birdman. How 
clever. Prrrrrreeeew. 

Clothing Company: Lugz, a shoe company that makes the same stuff Timberland 
does, only cheaper. 

Expensive Liquids: Birdman owns an oil rig. He's earned over $100 million off oil 

alone and even tattooed an oil rig on the top of his head. 

Net Worth: $500 million 

Protege(s): Lil Wayne, Jay Sean, Kevin Rudolf 

Arm Candy: Lil Wayne 

Bonus Points: When asked why he's so business savvy, Birdman says, "I was just 

born with that shit, brah" 

Lyrics: 

"Everyday a new whip hommie, So you know I gets my shine on 
Flip after we flip hommie, So you know I gets my grind on 
Birdman daddy, Pullin up in dat brand new Cadi 
Got money, livin lavish, Got bitches, shippin baggage'" 

So who's the best? Well Puffy... I mean P. Diddy... I mean Diddy, has invested his 
money in all the right places, and although some people accuse him of selling out, he's 
still a good businessman. Jay-Z has been more successful than Diddy, but only because 
he diversifies his investments in every sector available; plus he's been making and 
selling music non-stop since his appearance. 

But truthfully, the Number One Stunna tops them all; Birdman has no musical talent, 
he can't rhyme, and he can't sing, but somehow, in spite of these painfully obvious 
shortcomings, he still has managed to make over $500 million by assembling a 
collection of people who can do these things. Plus, Birdman owns an oil rig. A friggin 
oil rig. Case closed. 



CHAPTER 6 

SOUR SPORTS SATIRE 

I JUST LOVE ALITER ATION S , I# SORRY 



A Tru Hero 

Some men are bom to be leaders, others are bred to lead, and a handful of them pull 
themselves up by their own bootstraps through hard work and dedication. And then 
there's Ron Artest. Ron is an enigma, surrounded by a paradox, wrapped up in a non 
sequitur, and covered with bleached blonde hair with something shaved into it. Ron 
recently achieved something few basketball players ever will: winning the NBA 
championship, and the ring that comes with it, which he will no doubt melt down to 
create a spare set of keys for his garage. 

But anyone who knows Ron knows that he had a long road to travel before making it 
big. He had to work on his offensive game, overcome struggles to click with his 
coaches, and occasionally choke a bitch. His story should be used as inspiration for 
anyone who thinks that a bad hand in life means you have to quit. . .and that crazy 
people can't be role models. 

Bom in Queens, New York, Ron Artest was raised in the Queensbridge Projects. He 
played college ball at St. John's University but gained his fame from being a streetball 
favorite. So far, this story also applies to about 80% of NBA players; what sets Ron 
apart is some of the crazy shit he experienced while growing up. During a nighttime 
basketball game on the street, Ron witnessed an urban version of Buffy the Vampire 
Slayer. I'll let Ron explain: "They broke a leg from a table and they threw it. It went 
right through his heart and he died right on the court." If you think that quote sounds 
like something from a memoir, you'd be wrong. That was actually the response Artest 
gave when asked if he was used to playing rough basketball. Ron calmly explained 
that the NBA isn't rough, and used the former example to back that up. Yes, ladies and 
gentlemen, while most of us were worried about finishing English assignments, Ron 
was playing witness to the most awesome gruesome crimes ever to take place over a 
game of 2 1 . 

After finally making it into the NBA, Ron was drafted by the iconic Chicago Bulls, 
where he started most of the season, put up about 13 points a game, and played for 
three years. That alone is not impressive, until you take into account that he was drunk 
for most of that time. Seriously. It wasn't until years later that he admitted to the press 
that he regularly drank cognac during halftime while playing for the Bulls. So 
remember kids, if you can't do your job well while you're drunk, don't bother working 
at all. 

After being traded to the Indiana Pacers, Ron put up career-high numbers while 
forming some solid chemistry with his team and helping the Pacers compete for a 
playoff spot in the East. He also made a name for himself by showing up to practice in 
nothing but a bathrobe and asking his coach for a month off because he was tired from 
promoting his R&B album. But that wasn't crazy enough for Ron Artest. No, he had to 
turn it up a notch, which he did by unleashing his retard-strength upon the citizens of 
Detroit. After a fan threw a cup at Artest during a timeout, he proceeded to charge into 



the stands and clobber everyone in his line of sight (presumably while yelling "RON 
SMASH!" at the top of his lungs). Keep in mind that Ron was a golden glove boxer 
when he lived in New York and most of the people assaulted were regular Joes who 
made the mistake of going to a game featuring a Detroit team (that should teach them). 

After being suspended for a year by the league, tarnishing the image of a national 
sport, and destroying the Pacers' franchise that could have been, any other person 
would've called it quits and retired right then and there. Instead, Ron chose to play for 
three more teams while staying relatively controversy-free and summoning his inner 
crazy for the powers of good, not evil. What made Ron change his ways so 
dramatically in a year? His psychiatrist, who he made sure to thank after winning the 
championship trophy. 

So while you're bitching about homework, getting up early for class, or finding a job, 
just remember that Ron Arrest saw someone get murdered in cold blood by a table leg, 
beat up an entire row of grown men in Detroit, and still went on to win a World 
Championship.. .and could probably solve any of your problems while he's drunk. 



My World Cup runeth over 



With the NBA and NHL season drawing to a close, I have to find something new to 
watch; and no, I'm not going to watch baseball, I'd rather watch a live feed of the oil 
leak for three hours. Fortunately, this year is special, because the World Cup is here. 
I'm not sure if you've heard, probably due to the vuvuzelas droning out all other noise 
in the area. 

Wouldn't it be tragic if a swarm of African Killer Bees attacked the stadium, but 
nobody could hear them coming? Wait, is "tragic" the word I'm looking for? 
Regardless, these games are a reason for the world to get together, cheer for their team, 
and get blindingly drunk by 1 lam. 

Normally, when people criticize soccer, they say that the games are too slow and not 
enough goals are scored, and boy has this World Cup proven those critics right. Most 
games have ended in draws or 1-0 victories, with the exception of Germany 
slaughtering Australia. I haven't seen a team of Germans massacre a group of people 
like that since... actually, I'll leave that one alone. 

If you happen to find yourself at a soccer pub, remember that a well-timed racial slur 
can make you the funniest guy in the room, but if the wrong person hears you, you'll 
be falling down faster than Ronaldo on a fast break (EYYOO! !). If you're confused 
about who to cheer against, it's normally a safe bet to pick on North Korea. There's a 
99% chance that there is nobody in that room from North Korea. Hell, I don't think 
they get the Internet there, so you could say anything you wanted and they wouldn't 
know. Hey North Korea, your mother is a whore and your house smells like cabbage! 

As a person living in Canada, I was on the fence about who to support. Technically, 
we are still ruled by the Queen of England, so that would be the most patriotic choice. 
But then again, after that game against the U.S., I might have to cheer for Canada's 
chair. Could you imagine what would happen if the USA won the World Cup? It 
would be chaos. You beat the whole world at its own sport. You don't even like soccer. 
Go ahead and claim that the NBA or NFL or the NHL is better than soccer, you would 
never have to listen to anyone tell you how it's the superior sport again. I think if 
America wins the World Cup they should go ahead and start calling it "soccer" in 
Europe for the next four years, no more of this "futbol" nonsense. 

With all that being said, you really have to respect this game. What other sport can 
bring together the impoverished nations of the world and pit them against the rich 
ones? What other game has the highest possibility of David taking down Goliath? 
What other sport can white guys get ideas for haircuts from? Even though I'll probably 
never watch another game of soccer again for the next four years, the stuff I'm seeing 
now is decent. Now all they need is more flash color commentary, some half-time 
shows, a t-shirt cannon, a Sprite "Kick Your Thirst"-style contest, and an outrageous 
mascot. Oh, and get rid of those damn vuvuzelas. Or just send them to campuses 
across America and let everyone make World Cup funnels out of them. It's like you're 
at the game!! 



What's Necessary for Sports Reform 



For most of us who love sports, life has bursts of happiness, but is more often the 
object of melancholy, kind of like living with a promiscuous lesbian who looks like 
Kathy Bates but gets hot girlfriends. When teams don't win, something has to change, 
and more often than not it results in someone getting fired. However, in recent years 
players have started to go where the money is, signing lucrative contracts with the 
highest bidder. These actions harm not only the team but sometimes even the town 
itself. 

Let's use basketball as an example. Just take a look at Cleveland, or as it's soon to be 
known, "Detroit: The Sequel." Players are getting selfish and that's not what sports are 
supposed to represent. How can kids look up to athletes that have Looney Tunes-style 
dollar signs in their eyes? I think it's time some changes were made to protect the 
sanctity of sports. It's not too late, either. Every few years, sports associations and 
player unions have to sign Collective Bargaining Agreements. This year I think I'm 
going to print out my own set of rules and attach it to the back. 

First of all, let's reduce salaries. I don't see why an athlete should make exponentially 
more than a doctor, astronaut, or comedy writer, and I think that money can be better 
spent elsewhere. Let's cap a player's salary at a million dollars and get rid of multi-year 
contracts; make them earn it every season. If a player is the best on the team, he'll have 
no problem living comfortably on a million dollars a year, plus there's no way 
someone can support an entourage on that kind of money (unless you have a lot of 
Bangladeshi friends). Only players with a real love for the game will agree to those 
terms, so that cuts the ego out. And since the players will still have all the luxurious 
amenities modern pro athletes are afforded, they won't miss a thing, except for their 
trouble-causing friends. This pay cut will be passed on to fans, who'll see lower ticket 
prices and higher attendance, which in turn will improve the fan experience. The fans 
win, the owner wins, and the fans win again; it's a win-win- win! 

Now, imagine if salaries were reduced even further, to the point that players would be 
forced to play for free... 

Some critics will argue that a salary of under a million dollars will make it hard for 
players to afford the fancy suits that they have become accustomed to wearing, and I 
agree, which is why the dress code needs to change to something a little more modest, 
like Snuggies. People associate suits with money and money with greed, so obviously 
we will need to switch to something more humbling that a player simply cannot look 
like a douchebag in. If a Snuggie can't do that, I don't know what can... maybe burlap 
rags? Maybe we should make it a mandatory off-court uniform so that the players only 
have two options for clothes: team jerseys and team Snuggies. I mean, these guys are 
going to be getting paid dozens of thousands of dollars, it's the least they could do. 

And good luck trying to smuggle a gun into a club with a Snuggie! I mean, they have 
deep pockets, but how are you going to get into a nightclub with a Snuggie? Bribe the 
guy? Yeah right, don't break the bank. 

More importantly, it's time for players to really step up their involvement in the 
community. Flipping pancakes and serving soup are charitable tasks, but we're talking 
about world class athletes; we should put that physique to work. Think about how 
much cement Dwight Howard could haul, or how quickly a Steelers offensive lineman 



could plow a field. Hell, I bet LeBron James could build four Habitats for Humanity 
himself. 

This increased charity work not only boosts community involvement, but also acts as a 
high intensity work-out to keep the investments players in shape. If a player were to 
suffer a career-ending injury, it's okay because there would be thousands of inner city 
kids ready to replace them. This method not only takes the kids off the streets, but it 
really puts the "own" back in owner. There are plenty of people who would jump at the 
chance to play for their favorite team, especially if it meant the chance to make enough 
to pay off half their student loan. 

So yes, the sports system is skewed right now, but there's a cure in sight and it comes 
from above. Literally, it's all in text above this paragraph. Now all someone has to do 
is print this off and attach it to the back of the current Collective Bargaining 
Agreement for all sports leagues. Hey, crazier things have happened, like a bunch of 
people being convinced that the cure to Irish over-population is eating babies. 



The Sports Genie 



This weekend, I cut ties with my gym of many years because I'll no longer be living 
close to it. This breakup meant that I would have to go and get my clothes from the 
gym locker, the same stuff I had forgotten I had ever worn, and figure out a way to 
dispose of it. This is that story. 

FADE IN: 

INT. CHANGE ROOM 

YARO: Gee, this sure is a lot of junk for me to move out of here, I haven't even seen 
some of this stuff in years. Is that my protein shaker? Oh my god, that thing must be 
rancid, I haven't seen it since grade nine. Okay Yaro, whatever you do, do not open 
that shaker. Now let's get back to cleaning diligently... 

(YARO quickly gets bored, inexplicably attempts to juggle items that are within arm's 
reach, and ends up dropping the shaker) 

YARO: Uh oh.. 

(A giant GENIE pours out of the shaker and hovers in front of YARO, who stops 
juggling) 

GENIE: Yaro, you have freed me from my prison and I shall grant you one wish. 
YARO: I wish for infinite wishes! 

GENIE: You can't do that. How about this, pick any sport you want in the world and I 
will make you the greatest player to ever play the game. You'll be better than LeBron 
at basketball, better than Tiger at golf, or better than Ronaldo at soccer. 

YARO: Ooh really? Okay well that's a pretty tough choice, there's a ton of options. 

GENIE: True, but imagine being a hockey player who's beloved by his city and his 
fans. You would score three goals a night and your teammates would love you. There 
would be puck-bunnies literally throwing themselves at you. 

YARO: Yes. ..but don't the really good players play all year long? They have the NHL 
season and then they play for international leagues in the summer so it's a solid year of 
ice skating. Plus I like my teeth, so I don't think I'll take that one. 

GENIE: Okay, well how about football? You can be an American icon who's looked 
up to by the youth, you don't have to run very much, and you can play until you're 50 
then decide to retire and comeback! Plus the championship rings are huge and you 
would get the best trophy wives. 

YARO: Yeah right, you only have two options in football: you either become a 
receiver or a runner and get hit by things travelling the speed of a cannonball, or you're 
a quarterback who gets blamed for every loss and every part of your public life is 
dissected by TMZ. I'll pass. 

GENIE: How about soccer? You get paid the most money, an entire country loves you 



enough to start riots over you, you can get your hair professionally styled without 
people calling you names, and you would get to travel all over Europe. 

YARO: Are you kidding? You want me to run for 90 minutes straight? I don't care 
whether or not I could do it, I wouldn't want to. Plus nobody in the Western world 
would really care about me unless I started dating Miley Cyrus. 

GENIE: Basketball? Think of the women!! It's the only sport that lets you lead a 
lucrative lifestyle while you're off the court, complete with drugs and guns. Plus, no 
matter how badly you screw up, you can still get adolescent kids everywhere to spend 
$300 on your shoe. 

YARO: They do get the summer off, but I think I've made my choice. 
GENIE: What is it? Golf? Rugby? Curling? 
YARO: Nope, baseball. 
GENIE: What? Why?? 

YARO: I get paid the most money, I don't run enough to break a sweat, and most of 
my days would consist of standing in the middle of a field in the sun while waiting for 
a ball to come my way. Or I could become a pitcher, that way I don't even have to play 
every game! 



